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AUTOFICTION ZERO -- angelicism01 滲み出るエロス
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All I want is to wake from cryo-sleep in the twenty-third century so that I can study the history of the internet till then. My family and friends will have died a long time ago. The trillions in XenoCoin I need will be in an off-planet bank account. The legislators of my estate will have faked my death so that none of those bearing my name will know how to find me. All my writing will have been destroyed and be recalled (if at all) only as a faulty sign. At this point in time the cities will be so vast, the remnants of humanity so scattered and the technology so exotic that I will quickly choose another form of hibernation to jump forward more millennia. Thousands of years later I look up through the endless orange smog, the sky populated with semi-obscured neighbour planets and arcane craft, and see there never had been any point in saying or writing anything. I now understand _________________, the last human to have written by keyboard and under the sway of the late pathologies of language, the distant recall of their supernumerary texts failing the impossible difference we had lived off in vain. I suppose that I lived through what ought to be called ‘history’, but since feudal memory laws have also failed us, what was once called ‘history’ lacks all function. Somewhere in the following disambiguated times the following is inscribed: ‘I look at your face and it is like a dream I would have given my life not to forget and which I then forgot and wish I hadn’t because I was writing this and then I remembered it again and began to believe for now and forever in a kind of infinity that is so small and fast that it is completely over forever.’ And: ‘There’s nothing in this universe becoming an earth that occurs to you that has not occurred to me first, that is the affliction I live with. Her voice was preordained, it seemed, to always summon my immediate attention and curiosity. When she spoke it came from the depths of society, like a thousand iPhones crying in the desert, and if I had ever been sceptical as to her holiness, seeing her post now was enough proof.’ Many years later, ‘On. There cannot be a more beautiful way than this one. I have always loved it, but often it escapes me and leaves me abandoned and not knowing what to do. It is not hard to explain, but it is very difficult to practice. All the inventions that are connected to an art or a technique have always come from it.’ On. ‘The real mondofuck is that I got dragged for who knows how much time behind my back, 7 is the number of wholeness, sorry I meant 0. Sorry I meant infinity. My pronoun is end, my pronoun is i, my pronoun is fiend, my pronoun is friend. Social media inhibitions and direct surveillance of my Trauma. Opacity of the Self. Fairytale of New York. Covid is clarity, vision 2020, choose bonoboverse over chimpverse. False binary: dreams and lucidity. Reading about the giver is taking. Yellow gold red blood black oil white nothing. Somebody with UX/UI background step the fuck up, the birth of the singularity will be mired in the hands of those who created its bodies, welcome back, lain. The numbers start to sequence: 440 220 110 55 110 220 440 or 440hz is literally all my headaches and now it’s a pulse of metallic clarity. The search for immortality was a reaching out to Time, asking for a place of belonging the deep collective subconscious is like 80% anime. I don’t even watch anime. I’m just pilled. My first word was no and now I’m just learning how to speak.’ On.
	Comment	Share

If you liked this post from ANGELICISM01 滲み出るエロス, why not share it?

Share

© 2021 Eris Sierra Angel 01 Unsubscribe
548 Market Street PMB 72296, San Francisco, CA 94104

Publish on Substack
	
